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u^ar  !  O,  dearl  I'^ue 


a  targe  And  iurlout 


Sweefs  the  Low  that  meets  Return. 

When  firft  I  kerniM  young  Sandy's  face, 
He  fung  and  Ibok'd      lie  a  grace  j 
He  ftole  my  heartj,  hut  did  not  care. 
The  lad  he  lo'ed  a  lafs  more  fair ; 
And  of 1 1  fung  o'er  brae  and  burn, 
How  fi/^eet's  the  Jove  that  meets  return ! 

He  lo^ed  a  lafs  wi' fickle  mmd,  ' 
Was  fometiixies  cauld  and  fometimes  kind, 
Which  made  the  love-fick  laddie  rue. 
For  fee  was  eitliid  whien  he  was  true  ; 
He  niourn'd  and  fung  o'er  brae  and  burn. 
How  fweet's  the  love  that  meets  return  I 

One  day  a  pretty  u^eath  he  twinM, 

With  cowflips  and  fweet  IJlachs  joinM, 

To  make  a  garhnd  f or  her  hair, 

But  file  refused  thii  gift  fee  fair^ 

This  fcorn,  he  cried,  can  ne*er  be  borne  ! 

Bu'c  fweefs  the  love  that  meets  return, 

Juft  then  he  met  my  tell-tale  een. 
And  trueft  love  is  fodneft  feea  : 
De^r  lafs,  faid  he,  my  heart  is  thine  j 
For  thy  foft  wifhes  are  like  mine. 
Ifow  Jenny  in  her  turn  may  mourn. 
For  fweet^sthe  love  that  meets  return* 

My  anfwer  was  baith  frank  and  kind, 
1  lo'ed  the  ladi»  arid  tauld  my  mind } 
To  kirk  we  went  wi*  hearty  glee, 
And  Wha  fae  bleft  as  he  and  me ! 
Now  blithe  we  fing  ©'er  brae  and  burn, 
How  fweet*s  the  love  that  meet«-^>-eturn  I 
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OVr  tBt  Meil0Wy  o^er  the  Mm ^ 

O'JER  tiie  ineadow,  o*er  the  moor, 
pjftant  from  iBy  da^  doot, 
May  good  luck  b«*fpe^d  me ! 

^  \  '^k^Y^  flop,  I  will  not  go, 
Yoju^are  wrong  to  ufe  m#  fo, 

\i^hither  would  you  lead  me  ? 
^  WMther  would  you  lead  me  ? 

Fear  notyiMaggyj  Jockey  cries, 
Clear  thy  brow  and  dry  thine  eyes, 

\  Sorrow !  pray  wl^at  reed  ye  I 
Se€i^,tBy  fak  !  yon  mifty  fjpire 
Fills  my  breaft  with  Love's  foft  fire;  ^ 
Thither  would  1  lead  thee. 

Hymt;n  then  my  wifh  fiiall  crown, 
And  fweet  Maggy  be  my  ovsfn  : 

Let  us  tlien  be  fpeedy  ; 
Then  the  merry  bells  ihall  ring, 
Youths  and  Virgins  dance  and  fing, 

When  back  again  I  lead  thee. 

^erry  Sneak. 

T  AS  ever  man  like  me, 
' '  W  So  drove  about,  d'ye  fee  ? 
Or,  any  one  by  woman  lo  abus^d, 
As  I  am  by  a  wiife. 
The  torment  of  my  life  ? 
j  O,  d6ar  I  O,  dear  1 1  cruelly  am  MXed ! 


I  ipuft  net  look  nor  fpeak, 

Or  elfe  'tis,  lerfy  Sneak, 
What  mifchief  are  you  now  about  to  do  ? 

Then  mutt  my  tongue  be  tied, 

And  live  in  fear  befide^ 
Of  cuckoo  !  cucki^d  !  cuckoo  !  cuckoo !  coo ! 
Then  fhe  calls  me  a  lazy  dog!  thb*^ 

Tm  out  and  in\^— Fetch  the  gin  ! 

Open  {hop!  --^S(|u€^ze  the  mop ! 

Toaft  the  bread !— Make  the  bed ! 

Gut  the  fifti      Wafh  the  diOi ! 

Scrub  the  ftairs  !  Read  the  prayers ! 

Shell  the  peas! — Hunt  the  fl^^as  ! 
And  all  through  the  dread  white  firjeant ! 

Then  fu re  I  rotffl:,  for  cafe. 

Eat  bread,  and  fmell  ihecheefe. 
Or  elfe  her  paws  are  up  to  comb  my  head! 

With  ftrong  beer  ftie'll  regale. 

While  I  drink  Adam's  ale ! 
Or  elfe  a  mug  of  fwipes^  a  long  time  dead  ! 

Then  while  oh  pig  fhe'li  d?.nej 

A  ftale  poldny's  mine^ 
Befides  a  mouldy  cruft  for  breakfaft  too ! 

And  if  1  alk  for  more, 

Muft  ftand  behind  the  door. 
For  fear  of  cuckoo!  cuckoo  !  cuckoo !  cuck- 
oo !coo! 

And  then  I  muft— 
Rub  the  braft !— -Feed  the  afe  ! 
BoU  ihc  rice  !-*-Drown  the  mice ! 


Sweep  the  ftreet Bafte  the  meat ! 
Glean  the  fhoes !— Read  the  news  I 
Lay  th^  cloth     Skim  the  broth  ! 
Beat  the  mat !— Comb  the  cat ! 
And  all  through  the  dread  white  ferjeaat ! 

The  Tree  of  Kmwledge. 

IN  the  town  of  Kilkenny  I  once  kept  a  fcliool. 
Where  I  fal  Hke  a  gander  'inidft  ducks  in  a  pool. 
Spare  the  rod,  Ipoil  the  child/' is  a  maxim  quite 
tight, 

So  I  whipt  them  all  round  on  a  Saturday  nigfct. 
It  was  phyfic  before  they  were  fick,  to  be  Cure; 
But  you  knov^  that  prevention  wa<  better  than  cure  ; 
Jind  their  ftomachs  might  grumble  out  **ftorti  quantum 
fuE" 

Yet  no  one  could  say  but  their  backs  had  enough. 
For  you'll  find  it  the  fox)ner,  the  deeper  you  fearch. 
That  thegreat  tree  of  kno^ ledgethey  ti Jk  of  wasbirch. 

Thus  I  taught  them,  till  told  by  an  impudent  elf, 
I  had  better  by  half  begin  learning  myfelf ; 
My  boys  took  the  hintt  and  1  caught  an  arch  roguer 
Vv  ith  a  grin  on  his  face  (lily  fmo'iikiiig  my  brogue* 
They  broke  my  heft  cane,  burnt  my  wig  to  the  caul^ 
And  ieribbler* ,  <'  0*Blarney^$  a  dunce^**  on  the  walL 
So  I  lock'd  up  my  fchcol-room,  &  wrote  on  the  door» 
The  devil  may  teach  here,  for  I'll  teach  no  raore.*^ 
But  I  prov'd  to  the  laft»  altho'  left  in  the  lurcli, 
The  great  tree  of  knowledge  they  talk  of  wai  birck 

Indian  Death  Song. 

THE  fun  fets  in  night,  and  the  flars  fliun  tkedayt 
But  glory  remains  when  their  lights  fa  Je  &wa]|^ 
Begin,  ye  tormentors,  your  threats  are  in  vain^ 
For  the  fon  of  ASknomook  flxall  never  complain. 


feeraember  the  arrows     feet  from  his  bo 
RettieiBber  ybur  x:hieh  by  his  hatchet  laid  low. 
Why  fo  Boiv  o^ilo  yoa  wait  till  I  ILrink  from  tk€  ^aix^i-, 
'N0|  the  foB  ©f  Alknohiook  will  never  complain,  ^ 

Remember  ihe  v'ood  where  in  ambufti  we  lay. 
And  the  ftjatlps  which  we  bore  from  yournation  awafj 
Kow  the  flame  rifes  faO,  you  e^calt  In  my  pain> 
But  the  fon  of  Alknomook  will  never  complain. 

I  go  to  the  land  whc*  e  my  father  is  gone, 
His  ghoft  fliail  rejoice  In  the  fame  of  his  fon; 
Death  comes  like  a  friendj  he  relieves  me  from  pain, 
And  thy  fon,  O  Alknomook,  has  fcorn'd- to  complain* 

Remember  Me. 

Remember  me  when,  far  away, 

I  journey  thro'  the  world's  wide  wafte  j 
Remember  me  at  early  day* 

Or  when  the  evening  (hadows  hafte : 
When  high  the  penfive  moon  appears, 

And  nigjit,  with  all  her  ftarry  train^ 
Gives  reft  to  human  hopes  and  fears. 

Remember  I  alone  complain. 

Remember  me  whene'er  yon  figh, 

Be  it  at  midnight's  filent  hour  } 
Remember  me,  and  think  that  I 

Return  thy  figh,  and  feel  its  pow'r : 
Whene'er  you  think  on  thofe  away, 

Gr  when  you  bend  the  pious  knee. 
Or  when  your  thoughts  to  pleafure  ftray, 

O  then,  dear  maid,  remember  me. 
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Cms  mdgr  my  Plaidy. 

Gome  tinder  my  pbidy,  the  night's  gaun  to  fa* ; 
Come  in  frae  the  cauld  blaft^  the  drift  and  the  fna' ; 
Come  under  niy  plaidfand  fit  down  befid^  me  ; 
There's  room  in't,  dear  Jaffie  !  believe  me,  for  twa, 
Come  imder  my  plaidy  and  fit  down  befi ie  me, 
111  hap  ye  frae  ev'ry  cauld  blaft  that  can  blaw : 

0  come  under  my  plaidy,  and  fit  down  befide  me  ; 
There's  room  in't,  dear  laffie !  believe?  me>  tor  t^^.  ^ 

*<  Gae  'wA  wi'  your  plaidy  I  auld  Donald,  gse  Va ; 
l^fear  na  the  catild  blafl,  the  drift,  hor  the  <na' ; 
Gae  'wa  wi  you  plaidy  I  I'll  not  fit  befide  ye  ; 
Ye  may  be  my  gutcher  !— auld  Donald,  gae  'wa. 
Tm  gaun  to  meet  JTohnie,  he's  young  land  he's  boanie 
He's  been  at  Meg's  bridle,  fae  trig  and  fae  braw  * 
Nane  dances  fae  lightly,  fae  gfacefu'>  fae  tightly, 
His  cheeks  like  the  new  rose,  his  brow's  like  thefaa*^ 

Dear  Marion,  let  that  flee  flick  faft  to  the  wa% 
Your  Jock's  but  a  gowk,  and  has  naething  ava  $ 
The  hale  of  his  pack  he  has  ndw  on  his  back| 
He's  thretty  and  I  am  but  th«ree  fcore  ancf  tWa. 
Be  frank  now,  and  kindly ;  Pll  bufk  you  ay  fiaelf  ; 
To  kirk  or  to  market  they'll  few  gang  l  ie  braw; 
A  bienlionfe  to  hide  in,  a  chaife  for  to  ride  in, 
And  flonkies  to  *tend  ye  as  oft  as  ye  ca'. 

My  father  ay  tanld  me,  my  mother  and  a% 
Ye'd  mak  a  guid  huftand.  and  keep  ine  ay  braw ; 
It's  true  I  lo'e  Johnnie,  he's  gude  and  he's  bonny^ 
Bttt,  wae's  me  !  ye  kei^hehaf  naethtnj^^  aya ! 

1  have  little  tocher  ;  you've  made  a  good  offer  ; 
I'm  now  mail  than  tuenty  ;  my  time  is  but  fma'  l 
Sae  gie  me  your  plaidy,  I'll  creep  in  befide  ye— - 

I  thought  ye'd  been  aiilder  tht^n  three  ftore  and  twa 

\  She  crap  in  aycJnt  him,  afide  the  ftane  wa', 
Where  Johnnie  was  lift'ntDg,  and  heard  h6r  tell  a' : 


10 


Tp  ouK^dear  native  fecn^ 
Let  lii  j  our riey  together, 

where  glad  innocent©  reign  s 
'Maiig  the  braes    Bal(|ui t her* 

The  Land  o'  the  Ledh 

I'M  wearipg  awa,  Jeafi, 
Like  fnaw  wfeen  it's  thaw,  Jeaff 
'm  wearing  awa,  J^an, 

To  the  land  o' the  leal. 
There's  nae  forrow  there,  Je^in, 
There's  nae  cauld  nor  carCs  Jeaa, 
The  day  is  ay  fair,  Jean, 
In  the  land  o'  the  leaL 

Ye  were  ay  leal  and  true,  Jean, 
Your  ta&'s  ended  no^,  Jean, 
And  I'll  welcome  you ^  Jean, 

To  the  land  o'  the  leaL 
Our  bonnie  bairn's  there,  Jean, 
She  was  bakh  guid  and  fair,  Jeiin, 
And  we  grudged  her  riglit  fair 

To  the  lami  o'  th^  kai. 

Then  dry  that  tearfu'  e'e,  Jfean, 
My  (bul  langs  to  be  fre^,  Jeanj 
And  angels  wair  bariiie' ' 

To  the  lani  0^  m£  leal 
But  forrrow'{^  fell  wears  paft>  Jean^ 
And  joy's  comiii  iaft,  Jean, 
The  joy  that*ri  ay  lail 

In  the  kud  a'  ih^  kaL 


Our  friends  are  a'  gane,  Jean  ; 
We've  lang  been  left  alaiie,  Jean, 
We'll  a' meet  again,  Jean, 

In  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
Now  J  fare  ye  weel,  my  ain  Jea 
This  w  arid's  care  is  vain^  Jean ; 
We'll  meet,  and  ay  be  faio. 

In  the  land  o'  the  leal. 

The  Chapter  ofFafhians. 

FASHION  was  forijfiM  when  the  wMd  began, 
And  Adamr  I'm  fcoid,  was  a  very  fmart  isiani 
As  for  Eve,  I  lliall  fay  nothing  more  or  lefs, 
But  that  ladies  of  fafliion  now  copy  her  drefs. 
Yzu  barring  all  pother  of  this,  chat,  or  t'othe:^', 
We  all  bow  to  f ifbion  in  turn. 

Then  fafiiion  next  came  to  go  hunting  po'^r  brutesj^* 
And  Nimrod  invented  the  fe:ijion  of  bo/i^ts ; 
F'  r  he  was  a  buckj  though  he  had  !;ot  a  v^ife, 
And  never  faw  BGnr!-iireet,  perhi.v?pg,  in  his  life. 

Yet  ba5;£ing,  ^c. 

The  Barons  of  old  wore  corriical  clothes, 
Atxd  their  fhoes  were  turn'd  up  like  a  critical  nofe. 
Your  Himrys  and  Edwards  were  famous  for  dreis  j 
But  ale  and  beef-fteaks  were  the  iafiiion  with  Befs.  ^ 

Yet  barring?  &c,  ^ 
In  the  cays  of  King  Charles  you  diftinguifliM  a  prig> 
By  the  length  of  his  c^ne,  and  the  fize  ol  his  wig  5 
Cromwell's  hats  were  ail  bro"ad,  and  his  head  it  wan 
round, 

And  his  hair  hung  like  candles,  fixteen  to  the  pound. 
Yet  barring,  kc^ 

The  Tories  wore  wigsln  tb^  reign  of  Queen  Aaiae ; 
l^low  wigs  fuit  the  femfi^le^s  well  as  the  mm : 
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Few  crops  btit  in  corn-fields  you'd  formerlf  meet ; 
Now  there's  few  in  the  fields,  but  enough  in  the  fireett. 

Yet  barring,  &c. 
However  the  fafhions  are  fuHjedl  to  change, 
3ne  faihion  exiHs,  if  it  didn't  'twere  ftrange  ; 
Twas  always  the  f^fhion,  each  Engli(hman  knovs» 
To  be  true  to  bis  King  and  to  humble  his  foes. 

Yet  barring,  &c. 

Now  fafliion's  arriv'd  at  a  wonderful  height. 
For  what's  borifli  at  noon  is  quite  ftilifh  at  night  t 
So  they  bore  ye  with  ftile,  and  they  ftile  ye  a  bore, 
As  pttrhaps  ye  may  me,  if  I  fing  any  more. 
Yet  barring,  Sec, 

M  the  World* s  a  Stage. 

THAT  all  the  world's  a  ftage, 
1*11  prove  beyond  a  doubt,  fir. 
Where  iome  go  up,  and  fome  go  down. 

And  fome  go  in  and  out,  fir  j 
And  fome  they  play  at  different  games, 

In  various  wind  znd  weather,  fir  : 
Why,  I  will  also  play  my  game. 
And  lump  them  altogether,  fir. 

Sing  bow,  W0W5  wow,  &c. 

A  Quack  he  is  a  playing  rdgue^ 

That  ofteh  takes  your  life,  fir  ^ 
A  Scold  Ihe  is  a  manager  j 

That  always  plays  us  ftrife^  fir  j 
A  Bailiff  is  a  playing  knave. 

That  ft udies  with  great  art»  fir  ; 
For  when  he  gets  you  in  his  claws, 

'Tis  ten  to  one  you  p^rt^  fir. 


A  Glutton  plays  a  greedy  part. 

And  gpbbles  like  a  favage,  fir  j 
A  Taylot  plays  a  clipping  part. 

Whenever  he  can  cabbage,  fir  ; 
A  Gamefter  plays  a  lofing  part, 

And  lays  things  on  the  (helf,  fir ; 
A  Mifer  plays  aiaving  part, 

But  often  cheats  himfelfj  fir. 

A  Coxcomb  plays  a  fooiifti  part^ 

That  very  little  means,  fir  j 
A  Prude  flie  is  a  player  too. 

But  plays  behind  the  fcenes,  fir  : 
A  Coquette  is  a  butterfly, 

That  often  plays  the  romper,  fir  j 
But  a  Lawyer  plays  a  ferious  part, 

And  the  Devil  is  his  prompter^  fir. 
A  Soldier  plays  a  noble  part, 

Commanding  admiration,  fir  j 
A  Sailor  plays  a  valiant  part, 
.  The  glory  of  the  nation,  fir } 
A  Briton  plays  an  honeft  ptrt, 

And  holds  his  country  dear,  fir  j 
And  gratitude  fhall  be  the  part 

I  ever  ftiall  play  here,  fir. 

Sing  Bow,  w^ow,  wow,  &€. 

My  Native  %and. 

My  Native  Land  I  bid  iVdieu, 

And  calmy  friendihip's  joys  refigh^d 
Eftit,  ah !  how  keen  my  forrows  grew, 
When       rue-love  1  left  behind ! 
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Yet  fliould  her  truth  feel  no  decay, 
Should  abfence  prove  my  charmer  kiad 

Then  I  {hall  not  lament  the  day. 
When  my  trueUove  I  left  behind. 

The  Cuckoo*  - 

O  W  the  fun  is  in  the  Weft. 
Smking  flow  behind  the  trees  j 
And  the  ^cuckoo,  welcome  gueft, 
Gently  wooes  the  evening  breeze — 
Cuckoo !  Guckoo  ! 

Sportive  now  the  fwallows  play^ 
Lightly  fkimming  o'er  the  brook ; 

Darting  fwlft  tliey  wing  their  way 
Hoine  wd  to  their  pe^<:eful  nook  ; 

Whiift  the  cuckoo^  bird  of  Ipring, 

Siili  aiiiidil  the  breeze  4c>th  fing-^ 
Cuckoo  1  Guckoo  1 

Cheerful  fee  yon  (hepherd  boy 
Clirubiag  up  the  craggy  rocks^ 

As'  he  views  tlm  diipple  (ky,  ,^ 

Pkas'd  the  cuckoo's  note  he  mocks~ 
Cuckoo !  Cuckoo ! 

Now  adyaacing -o^.er  the  plain, 
'  Eveniog^s  dufky  fh^ides  appear  ; 
And  the  cuckoo's  vaice  agaiii 

Softly  lieais  upon  mme  ea^: 
While  retiring'  from  the-view,  ■ 
Thus  ihe  bids  the  day  adieu—  ^ 
Cuckoo !  Cuckoo ! 


IS 


*  The  poor  little  C^ild  of  ^  Tar. 

IN  a  little  blue  garment,  all  ragged  and  torn^ 
With  fc^rce  any  flioes  to  his  feet. 
His  head  quite  uiaeover'd,  a  look  ail  forlorn, 

And  a  cold  ftony  Ilep  fot  his  feat,— 
Jl  boy  cheerlefs    t,  and  as  paffengers  pafs'dj 

With  a  voice  that  might  Avarice  bar, 
Have  pity!  he  cried  ;  let  your  bounty  IJ^caft 
To  a  poor  lutie  child  of  a  Tar. 

\)io  nftother  I  have>  and  no  friend  I  can  ckimj 

Deferted  and  cheerlefs  I  roata  i 
My  father  has  f<ju^;4t  for  his  country  and  fame, 

But  alas  !  he  may  neyer  come  hoiBe. 
Pinch'd  by  coid  and  bv  iiunger,  ho  v  haplefs  rny  ftste^ 

Diftrefb  muft  all  happinels  mar  ; 
l^ook  down  on  my  fonoivs^  and  pity  the  f  ue 

Cfi  a  boor  little  child  of  a  Tar. 

By  cruelty  driv'a  from  a  neat  rurai|COt, 
Where  once  with  contentraent  we  dwelt; 

No  friend  to  proted  us,  my  poor  mother V  lot, 
Alas!  too  fevereiy  iiie  fek — 

BowM  down  by  misfortune,  D^atk  noadeher  hh  own* 
And  fnatch'd  her  to  regions  afar,  , 

iDilire^'d'and  quite  friendleis.  flie  left  me  to  nrom, 

r ,  A  poor  little  child  of  a  Far. 

Thus  plamtiVe  he  m  :»urn*d,  Vvhen  a  fallorthat  pafsf'J^ 

Stopp'd  a  rHoment  ta  give  him  relie^f ; — 
Je  fcretch'd  forth  his  ii and,  and  alook  on  hini  caft, 

A  look  full  of  woiiidSer  and  grief ; 
Vhat  i  my  William,  he  cr.ed  \  my  poor  little  boy  i 

With  wealth  LWe  retarn'd  from  the  war, 
'hy  forrov^s  fiiail  ctafe,  nor  drall  grief  more  annoy 

"fhe  pooc  little  child  of  far. 
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The  Poor.  JSlind  Boy 

Say  !  what  is  that  thing  call'd  light. 

Which  I  can  neV^f  enjoy  ? 
What  IS  the  bleffing  of  the  fight? 
O  tell  your  poor  blind  bojr. 

You  talk  of  wondrous  tliings  you  fee, 

You  fay  the  fun  flirnes  bright  i 
I  feel  him  %arni,  but  how  can  he 

E*er  make  it  day  or  night  ? 
My  day  or  night  myfelf  1  make. 

Whenever  I  fleep  or  phy  ; 
And  could  I  always  keep  awake. 

It  would  be  always  day. 

Vv  ith  heavy  fighs  I  often  hear 
You  mourn  my  hopeleis  woe  ; 

But  fure,  with  patience  I  may  bear 
A  lofs  I  ne^er  can  know. 

Then  let  nof:  what  I  cannot  ha  /e 

My  cheer  of  mind  dellroy, 
Whilft  thus  I  fing  I  am  a  king. 

Although  a  poor  blind  boy. 


w 


When  the  Bee  fucks. 
"HERE  the  bee  fucTks  there  fuck  I 
In  the  cowflip's  bell  i  lie  ; 
There  I  couch  when  owls  da  cry 
Ou  the  bat's  back  I  dc>  fly, 
After  fuD-fet  merrily ! 
Merrily,  Merrily,  ftiall  I  live  now, 
ijnder  the  bhffurn  that  hangs  on  the  bough. 


Bark  !  thi  Lark. 

HARK1  the  brk  at  heaven's  pte  fmgs* 
And  Phoebus  'gins  to  rife, 
Hk  fteeds  to  water  it  thofe  fpring*, 

On  chaticM  flowVs  that  iie?7 :  ^ 
And  winking  Mary-buds  begin 

To  ope  thiir  golden  eyes  j 
With  every  thing  that  pretty  bin^ 
My  lady  fweet  arife. 

The  LuUabji. 

PEACEFUL  flumbVing  on  the  dceah^ 
Seamen  fear  no  danger  nigh. 
The  winds  and  waves,  in  gentle  motionj^ 
Soothe  them  with  their  fuliaby— - 
Lullaby,  luliaby,  lullaby^ 
Soothe  them  with  their  lullaby* 
In  the  wind's  tempeftuous  blowing. 

Still  no  danger  they  defcry. 
The  guiltlefs  heart,  it's  boon  beftowiflg, 
Soothes  them  with  their  lullaby* 
Lullabvj  &c. 

When  William  at  Eve 

When  William  at  eve  meets  me  down  at  tfie  fiite 

How  fweet  is  the  nightingale's  fong  ; 
Of  the  4ay  I  forget  all  the  labour  and  toil, 

Whilfl:  the  moon  plays  yon  branches  among. 
By  het  beams  without  bluihing  I  hear  him  complain^ 

And  beliere  every  woid  of  his  fong  ; 
.You  know  not  how  fweet 'tis  to  love  the  dear  fwain# 

Whllft  the  moon  plai^yon  branches  among. 


u  - 

}-}m^^  and  Mu^ard  ; 

tMvi.  LAbt   GO  -NIMBLE's  dHOS'T  ! 

I IR  Jerry  Go  Nimhie  was  lam^of  a  leg, 
Hey  diddle  ho  dtddiedee; 
Ari.«LadT  Go-Nimble  had  barely  one  p«g. 

For  a  tery  old  lady  was  (he  ; 
Sir  Jerry  wi  en  married  was  but  twenty. two, 
My  lady  fouricoi  e  when  Sir  J.  came  to  woo  i 
As  tigl?  as  Poles.  bt!t  as  rich  as  a  Jew. 

O,  how  foe  charmM  me  when  fhe  usM  to  fiiig^ 
H«7  diddi.e,  ho  diddle,  hey  diddle  dee, 
Hey,  diddle,  ho  diddle  dee. 

At  th«^  weddiag  my  lady  \vas  afk*d  for  a  f^jng, 

Key  diddie,  ho  diddle  dee  ; 
Says  file/  «•  To  oblige,  Pll  not  hefitate  long, 

Xh<^ugh  I  own  Vm  not  quite  in  the  key." 
Then  Xhe  made  a  fine  mu^./twixt  a  fquint  and  a  grift, 
And  fcrevv'd  up  }\tY  rnuff-colourM  iips  to  begin ; 
Like  t^o  bellow s-haadies  tiie  mov'd  aofe  and  chin, 
When  fhe  fung 

What's  life  withotU  paflion. 
Sweet  paflion  of  love. 
Hey  diddle,  6fLC. 

This  pair  of  true  lovyers  they  liv'd  upon  love, 

Kt:y  diddle,  ho  diddle  dee, 
Whi 'it  tilt  honey  moon  lafted  a  week  and  above, 

And  then  'twas  ail  muftard  for  flie  ; 
For  wicked  Sir  Jerry  was  fond  of  tit  bits^ 
And  my  lady  ieW  intohiftorical  fits, 
Then  for  jealoufy  drank  herfelf  out  of  her  wits. 

Then  £be  walked  aboat  like  Mad  Befs^  with  a  whisp 
of  ilraw  in  one  hand,  and  comfort  bottle  in  toother, 

fingir.g 

He  prov'd  falfe,  and  I  undone, 

Hey  diddk;..  Sic.  ) 


iil  laft  by  this  fad  kydrofo^l^  lis  died, 

Hey  diddle,  ho  dlddl6  dee^ 
And  her  grim  ghoft  ir  czme  torSlr  Jerry^^  fcedfide, 

Saying,     LiH||oh  !  lift— ^for  Vm  come  ior  thee.'^ 
Sii'  Jerry  he  hid  himfelf  under  the  clothes, 
But  the  ghoft  oat  of  bed  pulPd  him  foon  by  the  toes^ 
Threw  him  out  of  the  window,  anu  cried*  There 
he  goes  !" 
And  th^re  he  went*  fure  enough,  ilngiiig 
Hey  diddle,  ^c. 

The  Thirjly  Family* 

MY  gran'nam,  God  reft  her  old  foul,,  often  faiS 9 
That  lor  row  wa:^  ever  adry. 
So  was  frequently  lifting  the  glafs  to  her  head, 

And  a  chip  of  the  old  block  zm  I. 
My  father,  an  anchor  fm^ith,  fwallow'd  a  spark* 
And  to  quench  it  through  life  he  would  try  ; 
But  in  tv/ice  twenty  years  he  could  ne'er  hit  the  mark^ 
And  as  thirfty  a  foaker  am  L 

My  mother  lov' J  giri,  and  the  lefTon  foon  caught, 

She  vow'd  tb  ooey  when  Hie  wed; 
And  they  neither  could  fee  in  the  other  a  fault, 

When  they  lovingly  (tagger'd  to  bed. 
My  fiftcrs  and  brothers  ;iU  priz'd  the  good  ftuff, 

Which  they  fuck\l  with  their  milk  at  the  bre.ift  : 
And  theyM  thiBk  me  a  baftard,  that's  likely  enough 

If  I  did  not  Gi  ink  like  the  reft* 

At  twenty  I  took  for-my  rib  brandy  NaOi 

We  coupled^  like  birds  of  a  feather  ; 
.  Though  times  they  run  hard,  ftill  this  is  our  plan, 

We  hobnob  our  glafles  together: 
They  tell  us  life's  ihort  but  we  laugh  at  dull  care. 

For  we  heed  jnot  what  fnber  ones  fay  ; 
And  let  what  will  happen,  we'll  never  defpair^ 

While  we've  l^uor  to  mellow  the  clay. 


*  so 

^        J  Bi/  ofthe  BroiM. 

IAM%  Gobbler  bold,  ^ 
As  e*er  ftept  in  a  flail,  fir  j 
My  wife  fiie*a,  fuch  a  fcofd, 
I  getf  no  peace  at  all,  fit ; 
And  was  you  for  to  know 

How  craelly  fiie  treats  me } 
For  if  I  fpeak  a  word, 

DVe  khow  as  how  fhe  beats  me. 

Foi  lol!olIol  li,  &c 

i  never  f#es  no  life. 

No — not  even  on  St.  Monday, 
She's  futh  a  wicked  wife, 

She  thumps  me  on  a  Sunday ; 
And  when  iVe  dene  my  work. 

And  for  a  kifs  I  ax  her. 
She  calls  me  Heathen  Turk, 

And  fays,  I  fmeli  of  wax,  fir. 

Fol  lol,  &Cp 

But  I  knows  what  V\\  do 

AO  finifti  this  difafter, 
Vi\  let  the  vixen  know 

That  I  will  be  her  mafter  5 
When  1  to  dine  fit  down, 

rU  no  more  bones  be  picking, 
I  xvill  have  a  hit  of  the  brown^ 

Or  Ma'am  fhe  knaps  a  kicking* 
Fol  bl, 
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All  ikittle  gfdunds  rU  fee. 

To  pby  a  cheerful  rubber, 
And  it  ihe  follow  me, 

UaiD^me  but  Til  drub  her : 
Butif  flie  use  me  weiL 

nibe  the  beft  of  felllows} 
If  not,  ril  keep  a  gir!^ 

And  make  her  downright  jealous* 
Fol  lol,  &c. 

Nothing  at  A!L 

IN  Derrj •down  Da^e.  ^hen  I  wanted  a  mate, 
I  went  wi'  my  Dad  a  (wet-theaiti^g  U  Kate  % 
Wi*  a  nofegay  I'o  fine,  aftd  nny  he 'lid ay  clothes, 
My  hands  i*  my  pockets,  a  cou»ting  I  goes* 
The  weathi^r  vas  cold,  and  my  bojom  was  hot, 
My  he.tri  in  a  g^^liop,  I'oUl  meare  in  a  trot; 
Now  I  wur  fo  baHiiul  and  loving  wiihiil, 
My  tongue  Uiick  to  my  mouth  ;—l  iM — 

*'  Heigho'**— ♦  Dang  it,"  says  feyther,  •*  what  for  doesn^S 
thou  talk  ?  one  might  as  wee!  hae  naebooy  wi'them  as  thee,'" 
Why,**  says  I,  ^'f  fs  sure,  I  ihou}?lit  1  lalk'd  plcr  ty,  ai  we 
com  qwer  t'  lang  meadow  " — '  Aye,"  says  he,    what  about  V* 
W*  About,**  says  I, '  why  about-— about— about— 
Noiiiipg  at  aii ! 

Ki  fol  de  rol,  5cc. 

When  we  came  to  the  door,  I  looked  lumpiflb  and 
glnm; 

The  rapper  I  held  'iwixt  my  finger  5»nd  thumb ; 
Tap  wtnt  the  knocker,  and  K^te  ihew'd  her  chin; 
She  chuckled  and  dnckled  —  I  bow*d  and  ralk'd  in- 
Now  I  vur  as  b<'{hlul  as  baihiul  could  be^ 
And  Kilty,  poor  lais !  wur  asbafhlul  as  .me  5 
So  I  bcw'd,  and  (he  grinn'd,  and  I  let  my  hat  fall  ; 
Tben  I  fmii'd~fcraLcU'f|  mj^^d— and  faii-r* 
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I — i^i's  coin*d.**-^.^yes  sur,"       Ihej  *'  l  «ee  yVs  com' " 
What's  yourbufiness  wi'  I         Wfey,";says  I,  "  T  kaen*t  muc  ^ 
bufiness;  Vs  com'd  to— to— to— 'fo  whit  ?"'^  says  iht 
— «'  Why,''  says  I,    to — to— to"— Dang  it,"  says  f^ythei 
and  he  hits  me  a  great  drive  ower  t*  chops,  "  tell  her  thou' 
corned  to  make  love  till  her  at  yencd** — *'  Ees,'^*  says  I,  "  Fey  * 
ther  says  as  how*  Ts  corned  to  make — to  make— Ti ' 
make  what  ?"  says  fhe.    Why,"  says  I,**  to  make — to  make—   ■  ^ 
Nuthing  i^t  alU 

Rfiol  derol.  Sec. 

If  bailiful        I,  no  lefs  baflAf»il  the  maid, 
For  the  fimper'd  and  bluffi'd — wi*  her  apron  ftrinj 
play'd— 

Till  the  old  folks,  Impatient     lia\e  the  thing  done. 
Agreed  lif.iie  Kitty  and  I  &ould  be  one. 
In  fik-ncc  us  young  folk  Jult  nodded  cbnfent ;  lldbi 
Hand  ir/  hand  to  the  church  to  be  married  we  went ; 
V/here  ue  anfwered  thaparfon,  ia  voices  fo  fniali,' 
Love — honour — obey— End  a — 

Etody  I  fliall  never  forget  it,  it  wnr  so  ecmical.  Parsor 
turns  to  ine  wi'  a  feace  as  grave  aa  a  church  yard,  and  he  say^ 
to  me,'^  Wully,*'  he  says^  "  will  thou  hae  this  young  womai: 
to  be  thy  wedded  wife  ?" — **  Ees,  sur,*'says  I,  '*  I  brought  hei 
he/e  o*  purpose,"  So  he  turns  to  Kitty,  and  he  s?ys>'  Kitty,'; 
says  he,  **  will  thoii  hae  this  young  man  ro  be  thy  v  edded  hus* 
bttnd  ?"  Dang  mQ  if  Kitty  warn't  quite  fliocked,  fbe  blufli'd,  ' 
and  ilie  ftammer'd,  and  flie  twitter'd^  and  wur  quite  in  a  ftate 
of  conflammery  gaftuatioii,  as  a  body  may  say  ;  and  so  ttd 
says  to  the  parson,  "  Sur,"  says  ihe,  '*Sur, — I — ^1— I — 
Nothing  at  all ! 

Ri'foi  derol.^c. 

Btit  mark  what  a  change  in  the  courfe  of  a  week 
Now  Kate  left  ofF  biulhing  and  Wully  could  fpeak. 
Could  play  wi'  my  deary ,  laugh  loud  at  a  jeft, 
She  could  coax  too,  and  fondle  as  well  af  the  beft. 
Now  we  laugh  at  pall  toliiesj  and  fince  we've  declared. 
To  encourage  young  folks  who  at  wedlock  are  fcar'd. 
That  if  once  to  your  aid  foiiie  insurance  you  call| 
You  may  kifs,  and  get  4r,afiii6d,  aAd — 
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Ecod,  it  vmr  nought  when  it  wur  ower,  juil  lij^e  hanging-^ 
^\\t  Ifhall  nei»er  forget  that  day,  there  wur  fic  fiddling-  fi'c 
je||Bting,aiid  iic  dancing.    But  when  it  bejjan  to  get  rather 
,  I  gi*es  dur  Kate  a  nudge,  and  says  T,  * 'Brash  !"  and  then 
lade  a  bit  of  a  speech  to  the  company   says  I,  *'  Nybors— • 
demaidsj  and  bridegroom^-r-ril  thailk  you  all  to  make  a 
\n  sweep  ;  and  I  hope  yfJu'il  all  come  ags-in  tliis  day  nine 
foiuths,  when  I'll  show  you — I'll  show  you— — **  Show  us 
J-, at  ?"  say«  yen.  ''Why,"  says  I, 1*11  show  ypu— a— a*— a 
Nothing  at  all  ! 

Ri  foi  de  roil,  .^c* 


Said  a  Smile  to  a  Tear  . 

AID  a  Smile  to  a  Tear, 
l3    On  the  cheek  of  my  dear, 
id  beamM  like  the  fun  in  fpring  weather. 
In  footh,  lovely  tear. 
It  ftrange  muft  appear, 
lat  we  fliould  be  both  here  together. 


I  came  from  the  heart, 
A  foft  balm  to  impart, 
•  yonder  fad  daughter  of  grief : 
And  I,  faid  the  fmile, 
That  heart  now  beguile, 
ce  you  g^ive  the  poor  mourner  relief. 

Oh !  then,  faid  the  tear, 
Sweet  fmile,  it  is  clear, 
»  ^re  twins;  and  foft  pity  bur  mother  j 
And  how  lovely  that  face^ 
Which  together  wegrace, 
the  woe  and  blife  of  another  I 


h  J.  races,  cv.  . 
naiionarfj,  <f  o\ 


When  Pensive  I  Thought. 

When  penfive  I  thought  on  my  love, 

The  moon  on  the  mountains  wasbrigf 
And  Philomel,  down  in  the  grove. 

Broke  fweetly  the  fiience  of  night.  ; 
Oh,  I  wifli'd  tluit  the  tear-drop  would  flo^ 

Butl  ftlt  too  much  anguifli  to  weep:' 
Till^  worn  with  the  weight  cf  my  woe, 

1  (y^nk  on  my  pillow  to  flc$p. 

Methought  that  my  love,  as  1  lay, 

His  ringlets  all  clotted  with  gore,  i 
In  the  paleneG  of  death  leem'd  to  lay,  S 

Alas !  we  (hall  ne  ver  meet  mv)re/ 
Yes,  yes,  my  belovV,  we  muft  part,  t 

The  fteel  cf  uiy  rival  prov'd  true:  M 
The  aflQiffin  has  ftiuck  on  that  heart  If 

Which  beat  with  iuch  feivour  ibr  ypt' 

See  ihe  Conqring  Hero  comes.  / 

iEE!  the  Corq'ring  Hero  comes, 
_     Sound  the  trumpet,  beat  the  drufli 
"Sports  prepare,  the  laurel  biing, 
Sengs  of  triumph  to  hinr,  fmg. 

See  the  godlike  youth  advance, 
Breathe  the  fiuies  and  lead  the  daflccj 
Myrtkfv  wreathe,  and  rofes  twine. 
To  deck  the  Hero's  brows  divine^ 


FINIS. 


